PR 

5178 

F57C6 

1813 


POETICAL    TRIFLES, 


J.  Swan,  Printer,  76,  Fleet  Street,  London. 


poetical  trifles ; 


WRITTEN 


ON  VARIOUS   SUBJECTS, 


SERIOUS  AND  COMIC. 


BY 


EDWARD  TRAPP  PILGRIM,  ESQ. 


THE  SECOND  EDITION. 


LONDON; 

PRINTED  FOR  B.  AND  R.  CROSBY  AND  Cd. 

STATIONERS'  COURT,  PATERNOSTER  ROW; 

AND  J.  WEBB,  BEDFORD. 

1813. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  favourable  manner  in  which  the  former 
Edition  of  these  little  Poems  was  received, 
has  induced  the  Author  to  present  them,  a  se- 
cond time,  to  the  Public,  with  the  addition  of 
several  Pieces  of 'a  similar  description,  written 
at  a  more  recent  period;  ^earnestly  hoping 
that,  in  their  present  state,  they  may  again 
experience  the  same  indulgence. 


"  There  is  an  ease  and  gaiety  in  the  Comic 
Pieces  and  a  softness  in  the  Serious,  which  toge- 
ther form  a  pleasing  Melody." 

Monthly  Review,  for  1785. 


ERRATA. 


Page  25,  line  8,  for  rattans  read  raisins. 


29>  f°r  -Raw  de  Vaches,  read  Rons  des  Vache* 
75,  should  end  with  an  Interjection. 
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THE  MONTH  OF  MAY. 

NATURE,  now  rais'd  from  Winter's  coach, 
Puts  on  her  brightest,  best  array : 

Creation  welcomes  her  approach, 
And  hails  the  cheerful — month  of  May. 

Phoebus  his  chariot  nearer  clrires, 
Gives  life  and  vigour  by  each  ray : 

All  animation  now  revives, 
Wak'd  by  the  genial — month  of  May. 
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No  piercing  colds,  or  chilling  blast, 
Bear  o'er  the  earth  their  rigid  sway; 

The  storms  are  over,  gone,  and  past, 
And  left  serene,  the— month  of  May. 

Verdant  around,  the  prospect  glows ; 

(Of  bounteous  Heaven  a  rich  display;) 
And  flowers  their  various  sweets  disclose, 

To  deck  the  pleasing — month  of  May. 

Sweet  warblers,  raising  loud  their  song; 

Perch 'd  on  each  new-enliven'd  spray; 
Notes  fraught  with  melody  prolong, 

To  harmonize,  the — month  of  May. 

The  lambkins  round  their  bleating  ewes, 
With  antic  dance  and  sportive  play, 

Their  little  tributes  can't  refuse, 
To  celebrate  the — month  of  May. 
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With  joy  the  farmer  views  his  lands, 
(His  looks  all-jocund,  blythe,  and  gay ;) 

And  sees  the  toil  of  labouring  hands 
Rewarded  in  the — month  of  May. 
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ANSWER 

TO  SOME  HUMOROUS  LINES  ON  DEATH. 

DEAR  brother  S— — , 

(Some  wag,  I  guess,) 
The  truth  thou  well  hast  hit : 

Death  levels  all, 

Both  great  and  small, 
With  shafts  more  keen  than  wit ! 

Since  all  must  die, 

Let  thou  and  I 
So  act  towards  mankind, 

That,  losing  breath, 

The  point  of  death 
May  leave  no  sting  behind  ! 
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LINES 
ON  A  PUBLICAN,  NAMED  DEATH, 

Residing  on  the  Wandsworlh  Road, 

O !  call  not  here,  ye  sottish  wights, 

For  purl,  nor  ale,  nor  gin; 
For  if  ye  stop,  whoe'er  alights, 

By  DEATH  is  taken  in! 

Where,  having  ate  and  drank  your  fill, 

Should  ye  (O !  cruel  case !) 
Neglect  to  pay  your  landlord's  bill, 

DEATH  stares  ye  in  the  face ! 

With  grief  sincere,  I  pity  those, 

Who  draw  themselves  this  scrape  in; 
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Since,  from  his  dreadful  gripe,  Heav'n  knows, 
Alas !  there's  no  escaping ! 

This  sage  advice,  my  friends  pursue, 

Whilst  ye  have  life  and  breath : 
Ne'er  pledge  your  host;  for,  if  ye  do, 

Ye'll  surely— drink  to  DEATH! 
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HOPE. 

HOPE!  lovely  cherub!  thy  sweet  smile 
Shall  soothe  my  aching  heart; 

Thy  voice  shall  all  my  woes  beguile, 
And  softest  bliss  impart. 

Thy  presence,  like  the  early  dawn, 
Dispels  the  shades  of  night; 

And  cheers  the  wretched  and  forlorn, 
With  scenes  of  new  delight. 

Then,  sweetest  HOPE,  my  steps  attend, 
As  through  the  world  I  stray; 

For,  where  shall  SORROW  find  a  friend 
If  HOPE  should  flee  away  ? 
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HOPE  AND  ADVERSITY. 

How  comfortless,  wretched !  how  dark  and  how  drear 
Is  the  scene,  when  beheld  through  Adversity's  tear ! 
But  soon  through  the  gloom  shall  the  prospect  re-ope, 
When  enliven'd  again  by  the  sunshine  of  Hope  :— • 
Thus,  after  the  storm,  'tis  delightful  to  know, 
That  the  cloud  is  bedeck'd  with  a  beautiful  bow ! 
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THE  NAP. 

DICK  in  his  chair  a  nap  was  taking, 

(The  dinner  just  remov'd,) 
But  Charlotte,  lively,  brisk,  and  waking, 

AH  dosing  disapprov'd. 

From  Dick,  who  still  somnif'rous  kept, 

This  answer  she  receiv'd: 
"  Charlotte,  if  man  had  never  slept*/' 

"No  woman  e'er  had  liv'd !" 

Pertly  the  little  slut  replies, 

"How  much  from  us  you  reap ! — 

"  But  for  our  sex  to  ope  your  eyes, 
•'You  would  for  ever  sleep!" 

*  Genesis,  chap.  ii.  verse  21. 
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SONG, 
"  /  am  no  hand  at  that." 

When  first  with  young  Jockey  I  danc'd  on  the  plain, 
Nought  but  love  was  the  theme  of  his  chat : 

Said  he,  "  My  sweet  maid,  do  not  scoff  at  my  pain;" 
"Lord!"  says  I,  "I  am  no  hand  at  that!" 

T'other  day,  when  I  saw  him  give  Phoebe  a  kiss, 
Underneath  yon  green  oak,  whilst  they  sat; 

I  could  not  endure  she  should  share  in  ray  bliss, 
For  I  vow — "I  am  no  hand  at  that!" 

When  he  press'd  me  to  wed  him,  nor  time  longer  lose, 
O !  my  heart,  how  it  went  pit  a  pat ! 

He  ask'd  me  so  sweetly,  I  could  not  refuse, 
For  indeed— "I  am  no  hand  at  that!" 
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TWO  BLANKS  TO  A  PRIZE. 


IN  the  lottery  of  life,  lest  Dame  Fortune  begoile, 
This  great  truth  we  should  ever  premise; 

That,  altho' the  bright  goddess  may  simper  and  smile 
There  are  more  than — two  blanks  to  a  prize. 

If  a  husband  you'd  take,  Mis&;  or  you,  Sir,  a  wife; 

From  this  maxim  divert  not  your  eyes; 
For  of  one,  or  the  other,  I'll  venture  my  life, 

There  are  twenty — two  blanks  to  a  prize! 

If  in  law  you're  entangled,  why  then,  silly  man, 
As  a  friend  give  me  leave  to  advise ; 

Slip  your  neck  from  the  collar  as  fast  as  you  can : 
There  are  fifty — two  blanks  to  a  prize ! 
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And  if  for  preferment  you're  striving  at  court, 

Or  by  merit  expect  you  shall  rise; 
Then  your  chance  is  not  worth,  Sir, — three-fourths 
of  a  groat : 

There  are  ninety — two  blanks  to  a  prize ! 
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ON 
DR.  GRAHAM'S  CELEBRATEDLECTURES. 

In  the  Temple  of  Health. 

To  Ab'ranrr,  though  but  just  five-score, 

When  Sarah  bore  a  child, 
At  nothing  could  they  marvel  more; 

A  miracle  'twas  styl'd ! 

But  our  good  doctor  clears  the  way 

To  many  a  stranger  birth ; 
And  proves  that  we,  far  older,  may 

With  offspring  fill  the  earth ! 

Nor  only  so,  but  laughs  to  scorn 
The  former  puny  race; 
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Our  children  shall  possess,  when  born, 
Stout  limbs  and  jolly  face! 

All  hail !  great  doctor,  then  to  thee, 

For  obligations  weighty : 
We're  boys  and  girls  at  three-score-three, 

And  in  our  prime  at  eighty ! 

Britain,  through  thee,  shall  boldly  stand, 

And  bid  the  world  defiance: 
What  nation  but  must  dread  the  hand 

Of  such  a  race  of  giants ! 

But  yet,  I  fear,  amidst  all  this 

Corporeal  excellence, 
We  still  shall  lack,  to  crown  our  bliss, — 

Thy  matchless  impudence! 
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INVITATION  TO  BRIGHTON. 

To  Brighton,  to  Brighton,  ye  cits  now  repair, 
And  leave  in  Cheapside  all  your" sorrow  and  care: 
Here,  each  day,  you  may  walk,  talk,  ride,  dance, 

bathe,  or  drink; 
And  the  only  thing  needful  is — plenty  of  chink  T 

Here's  Bobby  Bohea,  drest  so  spruce  and  so  neat; 
Thau  the  best  sugar  candy  his  face  is  more  sweet: 
His  counter  he  leaves,  takes  to  Brighton  a  jig, 
And  for  raisons,  (good  people)  he  cares  not  a  fig! 

The  doctor  here  comes  too,  bepowder'd  so  fine; 
To  preserve  all  his  patients,  he  steeps  them  in  brine ! 
Dicky  Tallow  too,  see,  full  of  mirth  and  of  glee, 
Who  leaves  "dipping  of  candles,"  to  dip  ia  the  sea! 
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Arid  here's  honest  Crispin,  a  worthy  good  soul, 
With  his  spousy,  so  fat  that  she  scarcely  can  roll: 
His  rhino  is  gone—  and  here'snone  who  caa  lend : — 
So  his  awl  at  the  last  is  now  come  to  an  end ! 
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THE  CAP. 


"A  HANDSOME  cap!"  cries  old  Miss  Prue: 
"  Ma'am,"  says  the  milliner,  "  'tis  new :" 
"Charlotte,  just  try  it  on,  my  dear: 
"  You'll  like  it,  ma'am,  I'm  very  clear." 
The  Cap's  sent  home : — put  on  at  night ; 
"Good  God!"  says  Prue,  "a  horrid  fright!" 
"This  surely  cannot  be  the  same!" 
"Here,  Betty,  take  it  whence  it  came!" — 

The  cap's  returned,  and  angry  Prue 
Next  morn,  betimes,  appears  in  view: 
Again  the  cap  on  Charlotte's  tried ; 
Again  'tis  pretty — undenied: — 
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"But  how/'  says  Prue,  "could  all  this  hap?" 
"The  deuce  is  surely  in  the  cap!" 
But  neter  thought  (though  nothing's  clearer) 
The  fault  was  only  in — the  wearer ! 
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THE  EXILE. 

r*V  IMITATION  OF  THE  "  RANS  DE  V ACHES." 

AH  !  when  again  shall  I  be  near, 
Whate'er  in  life  to  me  is  dear? 

My  peaceful  cot, 

(Once  happy  lot) 

With  hills  and  dales, 

Where  health  prevails ; 
And  streams  that  flow  so  bright  and  clear! 

Ah !  when  again  shall  I  be  near, 
Whate'er  in  life  to  me  is  dear? 

Father,  mother, 

Sister,  brother, 
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Flocks,  fields  of  grain, 
And  lovely  Jane, 
With  whom  I  plighted  vows  sincere ! 

Ah !  when  again  shall  I  be  near, 
Whate'er  in  life  to  me  is  dear? 
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EPITAPH, 
ON  A    TAYLOR. 

HERE  lies  a  Snip, 
Whom  Death  did  "  nip/' 

And,  ah  !  "  cut  out"  too  clever : 
With  his  "  long  shears," 
He  "  dipt"  his  years, 

And  "  cabbag'd"  him  for  ever  ! 
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LINES, 

\ 

ON  A  YOUNG  LADY  WISHING  TO  ASCEND  IN  AN- 
AIR  BALLOON; 

FORBEAR,  sweet  girl;  your  thoughts  forego, 
And  thus  our  anxious  troubles  end : 

Swift  you  will  mount,  full  well  we  know, 
But  greatly  fear  you'll  not  descend ! 

When  angels  see  a  mortal  rise, 

So  beautiful,  divine,  and  fair, 
They'll  not  release  you  from  the  skies, 

But  keep  their  sister  angel  there ! 
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ON  THE 
SUN  SHINING  IN 

A  YOUNG  LADY'S  EYES. 

O  Sol !  what  presumption !  what  folly  and  spite ! 

(Such  malicious  attempts  sure  the  Gods  must 

despise :) 
Because  in  the  morn  you  eaeli  star  put  to  flight, 

To  conclude  you  would  weaken  fair  Zelica's  eyes ! 

Cease,  cease  thy  endeavours,  which  ne'er  can  succeed: 
More  resplendent  than  thine  are  the  rays  which 

they  dart : 

And  to  them  is  a  force  far  more  potent  decreed  : 
Thine  but  warm  the  externals  j  these  reach  to 
the  heart ! 
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ON 

A  SLEEPY  PREACHER. 

So  slow  the  words  from  Nathan  crept, 

I  turn'd  to  see  if  Nathan  slept : 

The  joys  of  Heaven  and  pains  of  Hell, 

E'en  Morpheus  could  describe  as  well : 

The  text  which  he  enforces  best, 

Is,  "  Sleep  on  now,  and  take  your  rest!" 
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CUPID'S  LOOKING-GLASS. 


CUPID,  one  day,  would  be  a  beau; 

To  Chloe's  toilet  straight  he  flies : 
His  wings  he  powders  white  as  snow; 

His  looking-glass  was  Chloe's  eyes. 

Searce  he  began,  when  quite  amaz'd, 
Himself  he  sees  full  oft  reflected : 

Confused,  the  God  his  pinions  rais'd, 
And  back  to  Heaven  his  flight  directed. 

Wild,  he  exclaim'd  to  Beauty's  queen, 
As  round  he  clasp'd  his  mother's  knee : 

'  Mamma,  in  Chloe's  eyes  I've  seen, 
A  thousand  Cupids,  just  like  me!" 
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••  HONI  SOIT  QUI  MAL  Y  PENSE." 

WHEN  Britain  acts  by  righteous  laws, 

Aod  rules  with  British  skill; . 
Whoe'er  for  quarrel  seeks  a  cause,, 

Or  thinks  her  conduct  ill; 
Her  motto,  should  they  take  offence, 
Is,  "  Honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense." 

But  when  Britannia's  arras  they  dare, 

And  urge  her  to  the  fight; 
Or  wage  a  base,  vindictive  war, 
Her  laurel'd  crown  to  blight; 
Her  sword  shall  then  explain  the  sense 
Of,  "  Honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense." 
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ON  THE 

NAME  OF  "GEORGIUM  SIDUS," 

Given  by  Mr.  Herschel  to  a  newly  discovered  Planet. 

THE  bard  great  George  with  endless  fame  may  crown , 
And  hail  a  king,  illustrious  and  benign : 

To  distant  ages  spread  his  bright  renown, 
And  deck  with  George's  name  the  flowing  line. 

HERSCHEL  has  rais'd  him  to  a  nobler  view: 

(The  Muse, though  lofty,ne'er  could  soar  so  high:} 
From  Heaven's  rich  treasury,  he  a  planet  drew, 
And  wrote  a  George's  name  in  yonder  sky ! 
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ON  THE 

DIRTY  DRESS  WORN  BY  JUPITER 

IN   THE   BURLETTA  OF   MIDAS,  AT  ONE   OF  THE 
LONDON  THEATRES. 

Is  there  no  taylor  in  the  skies, 

That  Jupiter  so  shabby  goes  ? 
It  every  mortal  must  surprise, 

That  Jove  should  want  a  suit  of  clothes  ! 

But  if  no  SNIPS  can  there  be  found, 
To  cut  the  cloth,  or  none  to  tack  it; 

When  next  domestic  jars  resound, 
JUNO,  I  hope,  will — "  dust  his  jacket !'" 
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TRANSLATION  OF  SOME  LATIN  VERSES, 

WRITTEN  BY  GENERAL  FITZPATRFCK, 


THE  DUCHESS  OF  DEVONSHIRE. 

ON  the  sight  of  dull  mortals  a  radiance  now  breaks, 
And  a  goddess  we  view  with  surprise ; 

Majestic  as  JUNO  !  like  PALLAS  she  speaks! 
And  like  VENUS,  her  beautiful  eyes ! 

This  celestial  TRIUNE  claims  our  homage  and  love 
Who  possesses  the  charms  of  each  goddess  above ! 
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ON  THE 


NUMEROUS  ABSURD  THEORIES 


WRITTEN  BY  FRENCH  AUTHORS, 


On  the  Naval  Superiority  of  Great  Britain. 


WHILST  Frenchmen  are  puzzling  and  racking  their 

brain, 

The  cause  of  our  victories  by  sea  to  explain; 
To  BRITANNIA  the  reason  is  palpably  known, 
Why  she  shares  •with  old  Neptune  his  watery  throne : 
The  true  secret  is  this,  (and  with  pride  moves  my  pen) , 
''  Hearts  of  oak  are  our  ships;  hearts  of  oak  are  our 

men!" 
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ON 

CARNOT, 

ONE  OF  ROBESPIERRE'S  COMMITTEE, 
Saying  tliat  he  had  "  Signed  his  own  Protcription" 

YES,  "  sign  your  doom !" — your  guilty  mind 
May  thus  for  former  deeds  atone : 

You,  who  so  many  dooms  have  sign'd, 
In  justice,  ought  to  sign — your  own ! 
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ANSWER 

TO  AN  ENIGMA, 
PROPOSED  BY  A  LADY. 

IF  married,  sweet,  poetic  fair, 

How  happy  he,  whose  name  you  bearl 

If  not,  let  ev'ry  youth  be  told, 

That  Celia's  worth  her  weight  in — Gold ! 
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ON  THE 

GATES  OF  KENSINGTON  GADRENS 

BEING  LOCKED  UP  AT  NINE  O'CLOCK  IN  THE 
EVENING. 

FROM  Paradise,  Adam  and  Eve  were  shut  out, 

As  a  punishment  due  to  their  sin : 
But  here,  after  nine,  should  you  loiter  about, 

For  your  punishment,  you'll  be— shut  in! 
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THE 

JUDGMENT  OF  PARIS. 

TO  ELIZA. 

THE  apple  (as  injustice  due) 
To  Venus  was  decided : — 

If  the  fourth  goddess  had  been  you, 
It  must  have  been  divided  ! 
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ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  GEN.  ABERCROMBIE. 

ABERCROMBIE  (Britannia  still  weeps  at  the  name) 
Bade  adieu  to  that  world  which  resounded  his  fame : 
Upon  laurels  reclining,  and  covered  with  palms, 
Whilst  VICTORY  cheer  M  him,  he  died  in  her  arms! 
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ON 

THE  TAX  UPON  HORSES. 

THOUGH    the    duty  on    horses    much    treasure 

amasses, 
'Twonld  he  still  more  productive,  if  laid  upon— 

asses! 


POETICAL  TRIFLES.  47 


ON 

THE  DEATH  OF  PAUL, 

EMPEROR  OF  RUSSIA. 

THOUGH  to  change  his  allies,  Paul  was  ever  most 

ready, 

To  his  new  ally,  Death,  he  will  doubtless  be  steady : 
And,. united  in  bonds  which  no  art  can  remeve, 
He  has  form'd  an  alliance  the  world  must  approve ! 
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BON  MOT, 

ADDRESSED  TO  AN  OPULENT  TAYLOR, 

BY  HIS  PRESENT  MAJESTY. 

SAYS  GEORGE  to  SNIP,  the  other  day, 
"  The  garment  makes  the  man,  they  say; 
"  But  the  reverse  in  you  we  note, 
"  For  here — the  man  doth  make  the  coat!" 
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ON  BEING  PRESENTED, 

BY  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WITH  SOME  CONFECTIONARY,  CALLED  "KISSES." 

SOME  kisses,  fair  nymph,  are  but  transient  and 
fleet; 

They  just  touch  the  lips  and  depart;          , 
But  thine,  dearest  Chloe,  like  honey,  are  sweet, 

And  they  go  from  the  lips  to  the  heart! 
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CHARADE.— Newspaper. 

MY  first  is  derived  from  all  parts,  far  and  near; 

And  my  second  you  now  have  in  view : 
To  my  whole,  you  at  times,  I  am  sure,  lend  an  ear, 

Though  it  often  tells  more  than  is  true. 
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ANSWER 

TO  AN  ENIGMA. 

SILENT,  yet  most  expressive,  sign 
Of  sorrow,  pity,  love,  or  fear; 

What  language  can  compare  with  thine, 
The  soul's  mute  eloquence,— a  TEAR  ! 
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ON 

A  YOUNG  LADY 

BEING  THROWN  FROM  HER  HORSE, 

WITHOUT  RECEIVING  ANY  MATERIAL  INJURY. 

LET  all  thy  fears,  fair  maid,  be  still'd, 

And  banisli'd  each  alarm; 
A  mortal  had  perhaps  been  kill'd;— 

An  angel,  what  could  harm  ? 
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SUBLIME  NAME  OF  THE  DEITY 

•*'  I  AM," — the  great  Jehovah  cries, 
"  Throughout  the  ocean,  earth,  and  skies:" 
All  nature,  joining  voice  and  heart, 
Answers  impressive — "Lord,  THOU  ART!" 
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TRANSLATION 

Of  some  Latin  Verses  on  the  Death  of  the  late 

DAUPHIN  OF  FRANCE. 

SHORT  sighted  mortals  to  the  heart  were  stung* 
That  Death  should  aim  his  dart  at  one  so  young; 
Yet  ceased  the  Dauphin's  fate  to  mourn,  when  told, 
Though  young  in  years — in  virtue  he  was  old ! 
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ON  A 

YOUNG  LADY  SITTING  AT  CHURCH 

With  her  Back  to  the  Ten  Commandmentt. 

"  THOU  shalt  not  steal,"  Moses  expressly  cries : 
(To  us  that  law  his  written  code  imparts:) 

But  from  those  tables  Celia  turns  her  eyes, 
And,  in  defiance — steals  our  very  hearts! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  PARISIAN  YOUNG  MEN  OF  FASHION 
HAVING  THEIR  HEADS  SHAVED. 

WHEN  beaus  shave  their  heads  close,  you  may 

safely  declare, 
That  both  inside  and  outside  are  equally  bare ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  JOSEPH  AND  POTIPHAKS  WIFE. 

THOUGH  wives,  like  Potiphar's,  are  plenty, 
Who're  sometimes  wantonly  inclin'd; 

Yet  still  to  one,  I'll  hold  you  twenty, 
You  don't  another  Joseph  find ! 
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EPIGRAM, 
OH  THE  LEARNED  PIG, 

Exhibited,  some  Yeart  ago,  in  the  Metropolis. 

"  MY  dear  Miss  Prue,"  cries  Lady  Fig, 
"  What  think  you  of  the  learned  PigP* 
"  O !  name,"  says  Prue,  "the  pig  no  more ; 
"  He's  now  become  a  monstrous  bore.'" 
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EPIGRAM, 
ON  "KILLING  TIME:" 

Kill  Time  to-day,  and,  to  your  sorrow, 
He'll  stare  you  in  the  face  to-morrow ! 
Kill  him  again,  in  any  way ; 
He'll  plague  you  still  from  day  to  day ; 
Till,  in  the  end,  (as  is  most  due), 
Whom  oft  YOU  kill,  at  last — kills  YOU  ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

On  Admiral  Gantheaume's  Squadron  being  blocked  upy  in 
Brest  Harbour, 

BY  ADMIRAL  GRAVES, 

IN  THE  YEAR.  1804. 

KEEP  in,  Gantheaume,  nor  tempt  the  dangerous 

waves : — 
Should  you  come  out  too  far,  you'll  meet  with— 

Graves ! 


POETICAL  TRIFLES, 


EPIGRAM, 


02V   CHANCE. 

"  GOOD  God !"  cries  madam,  with  a  frown, 
"  What  havoc  since  I've  been  from  town ! 
"  Two  saucers  broke !  and  three  best  glasses ! 
"  O !  what  a  set  of  careless  asses ! — 
"  That  trinket,  too,  quite  new  from  France!" — 
'  Lord!  Madam,  they  were  broke  by  Chance.' 


"  What !  Chance  again !  she's  always  here : 

"  The  very  name  I  cannot  bear! 

"  So  often  doth  that  jade  offend, 

"  I  wish  she'd  now  begin— to  mend!" 
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TRANSLATION 
OF 

A  FRENCH  EPIGRAM, 

On  a  Woman  who  Spoke  without  having  a  Tongue , 

THAT  a  woman,  sans  tongue, 

Should  harangue  old  and  young, 
We  believ'd,  (nay,  as  soon  as  you  told  it:) — 

But,  Gods !  how  we  had  star'd, 

Had  you  gravely  declar'd, 
That,  possessing  a  tongue,  she  could — hold  it ! 


TRANSLATION 

OF  A  FRENCH  EPIGRAM,  ON  A 

PERSON  WHO  GAVE  LECTURES  ON  CRITICISM, 

AND  WROTE  BAD  POETRY. 

O !  La  HARPE  !  your  instructions  we  greatly  ad- 
mire; 

So  -well  you  describe  true  poetical  fire : — 
To  your  lectures  we  pay  the  attention  that's  due, 
And  de?pise  the  vile  trash  that  is  written — by  you ! 
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EPIGRAM. 

FOR  years  Frank  scarce  could  draw  his  breath. 
And  seem'd  upon  the  verge  of  death : 
But  now  he's  healthy,  stout,  and  jolly; 
And  free  from  pain  or  melancholy  :— 
The  reason  would  you  wish  to  know — 
His  doctor  died  three  months  ago ! 
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EPIGRAM. 

"  EACH  married  man,"  Dick  roundly  said, 
"  His  antlers  needs  must  carry:" — 

'  Your  father  thought  the  same/  quoth  Ned, 
'  And  therefore— ne'er  would  marry !' 
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EPIGRAM, 
ON  THE  FASHION,  AMONG  GENTLEMEN, 

Of  having  their  Coat  Pockets  made  across  the  left  Breast. 

"  You  discover,  at  length,"  says  a  belle  to  a  smart, 
"  That  your  pocket's  the  thing  which  is  nearest 
your  heart! 


POETICAL  TRIFLES. 


67 


EPIGRAMME. 

QUAND  tous  le  inonde  auront  leur  droil, 
Le  Compt  de  Lille  sera  un  roi : — 

Quand  tous  le  monde  auront  leur  droit , 
NAPOLEON,  qu'est  que  tu  aura? 


IN  ENGLISH. 

WHEN  ev'ry  man  shall  have  his  own, 
The  Count  de  LILLE  shall  wear  a  crown; 
When  ev'ry  man  shall  have  his  due, 
NAPOLEON,  what  becomes  of  you? 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  AN  OLD  SHOE. 

THROUGHOUT  my  life,  I've  sore  been  prest, 

And  trampled  under  feet; 
A  stranger  all  my  days  to  rest, 

Or  liberty  so  sweet. 

But  now  I'm  gone,  and  quite  decay'd, 

Nor  ought  can  me  condole; 
For  he,  whose  power  and  wisdom  made 

Me,  cannot — save  my  sole ! 
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f>9 


EPIGRAM, 


ON  A  DULL  PEDANT. 


ON  verbs  and  nouns,  Pcdantus  dwells: 
To  wit  or  sense  his  ears  are  shut: 

He  only  cracks  and  gnaws  the  shells; 
Too  learned  he,  to  find  the  nut ! 
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POETICAL  TRIFLES. 


THE  TRIP. 

EVE,  when  she  fell  from  bliss  to  woe, 
Lost  were  her  beauties,  or  conceal'd : 

A  fairer  Eve  now  falls,  but,  lo ! 
Through  that,  what  beauties  are  reveal'd ! 
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EPIGRAM. 

SAYS  Dick  to  Moses,  with  a  laugh, 

"  Your  ancestors  ador'd  a  calf!" — 

'  True/  quoth  the  Jew,  *  but  then  we're  told, 

'  This  calf  was  made  of  solid  goW : 

'  And,  through  the  world,  friend  Dick,  you'll  find, 

'  Gold  is  the  idol  of  mankind!' 
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THE  PROMENADE. 

FATIGUED — "just  one  more  turn,  and  then/' 
Cries  Celia,  "we'll  go  home  again:" 

*  That  may  not  be/  replies  her  brother, 

*  For — one  good  turn  deserves  another !' 
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EPITAPH, 

02V  A  QUACK  DOCTOR. 

READER,  Sangrado  is,  alas !  no  more : 
He  visits  those  he  visited  before! 
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OTJ 

A  YOUNG  LADY  BEING  MARRIED 

TO  A 

GENTLEMAN  NAMED  DEATH. 

SHOULD  death  from  Death  again  release  her, 
Julia  from  Death  shall  be  quite  free,  Sir : 
Till  then,  she  still  with  Death  shall  live, 
And  taste  the  pleasures  Death  can  give ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  MISER. 

"WoRTH  fifty  thousand  pounds,  old  GRIPEALL 

died:"— 
'Tis  well — for  he  was  nothing  worth  beside? 


76  POETICAL  TRIFLES. 


EPIGRAM, 

ON 

THE  SCARCITY  OF  GOLD, 

And  Issuing  of  small  Bank  'Notes,  during  the  Administration 
OF  MR.  PITT. 

SAINT  Paul  says,  that  "money's  the  root  of  all  evil," 
And  only  for  Belzebub's  purposes  fit: — 

How  happy  are  we,  then,  to  outwit  the  Devil !  — 
How  vast  are  the  talents  of  Melville  and  Pitt! 
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ON  THE  SAME  SUBJECT. 

THAT  old  fellow,  Midas,  in  fable,  we're  told, 

** 

Whatever  he  touch'd  was  converted  to  gold  : 

But  our  ministers  prove,  past  a  doubt,  that  they're 

able 
To  turn  gold  to  paper — Alas !  'tis  no  fable ! 
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ON 


CELIA  USING  PAINT. 

THERE  are  some  to  whom  Nature  has  niggardly  beeu. 
Whose  forms  and  whose  faces  no  beauties  disclose ; 

Unenvied  let  those  in  false  colours  be  seen, 
And  art  supply  them  with  the  lily  and  rose. 

But,  Celia,  in  you  'tis  profusion  and  waste; 

(The  truth  of  this  charge,  all  who  know  you 

must  feer-.) 
And  charms,  artificial  in  you  are  misplac'd, 

Since  Nature  so  amply  has  deck'd  you  with  real ! 
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FROST  AND  SNOW. 

"  How  sharp  the  frost!  the  snow  how  deep!" 

Rosina,  shiv'ring,  cries: 
"  That  wretch's  fate  I,  pitying,  weep, 

Who  braves  th'  inclement  skies !" 

'  Then,  weep  for  me,  for  mine's  the  woe/ 
Young  Belville  straight  replies: 

'  Your  bosom  is  the  driven  snow: — 
'  Your  heart,  alas !  is  ice !" 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  A 

HEAVY  DUTY  BEING  LAID  UPON  SPIRITS, 
BY  MR.  PITT, 

IN  ORDER  TO  MAKE  UP   A  DEFICIENCY   IN    THE  MIL- 
LION PER  ANNUM,  APPROPRIATED  TO  THE 

Liquidation  of  the  National  Debt. 

"  AMOR  Patrise,"  to  Pitt,  is  a  passion  innate; 

(The  virtues  of  Chatham  he  surely  inherits:) — 
If  a  million,  per  annum,  he  saves  to  the  state, 

No  wonder,  good  people,  he— raises  your  spirits ! 
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EPIGRAM, 


ON  A  PLAY  BEING  DAMNED, 


ON  THE  ilHST  NIOHT'OF  ITS  PERFORMANCE 


UNLUCKY  bard!  how  rashly  bold, 
To  tempt  thy  fate  on  this  dread  spot:- 

Thy  tragedy,  how  dull  and  cold ! 
The  critic's  rage — how  hissing  hot! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  A^  IGNORANT  PHYSICIAN. 

"  SHE'LL  lose  her  fever  soon,"  the  doctor  cried : 
To  prove  the  doctor  right — the  patient  died ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON 
A  MAN  WHO  HAD  AN  ORDINARY  WIFE. 

JACK  Rant,  who  pleasure  only  lov'd. 
Thus  by  his  neighbour  was  reprov'd : 
"  It  grieves  me  much  (nay  do  not  grin!) 
"  To  see  thee  thus  a  slave  to  sin : 
"  Excuse  me,  Sir,  'tis  time  to  speak, 
"  When  each  command  you  fearless  break  :"- 
•'  Save  one'  quoth  Jack,  'for,  on  my  life, 
•  I — covet  not  my  neighbour's  wife!' 
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EPIGRAM, 


WEARING  THREE  SNAKES  TWISTED  TOGETHER, 
AS  A  BROACH. 

THREE  serpents  twining  on  your  breast, 

With  pain,  fair  nymph,  I  see : — 
If  one  robb'd  Eve  of  all  her  rest, 

How  dare  you  sport  with  three  ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  A  RACE  AGAINST  TIME,      • 
FOR  A  CONSIDERABLE  WAGER. 

HUN  against  Time! — forbear,  Sir,  I  entreat  you; 
In  the  long  run,  Old  Time  is  sure  to  beat  you ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  A  PERSON,  NAMED  JOHN  BULL, 
BEING  PRATED  FOR  AT  CHURCH. 

YOUR  prayers  are  ask'd  for  poor  John  Bull, 

Who  is  afflicted  sore : 
Let  them  be  of  devotion  full : 

There's  no  one  needs  them  more ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

A  LADY,  NAMED  FIDDLING, 

Whose  large  Property  devolved  to  a  poor  Relation, 

Should  FIDDLING'S  heir,  (whose  case  before  was 
middling,) 

Be  ask'd  how  he  grew  rich  ?  he'd  say — "  by  fid- 
dling!" 
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PHILOSOPHICAL  EPIGRAM. 

the  Earth  to  the  Moon,  "you're  a  pilfering 
jade; 

"  What  you  steal  from  the  sun  is  beyond  all  be- 
lief!" 
Fair  Cynthia  replies,  "  Madam  Earth,  hold  your 

prate; 
"  The  receiver  is  always  as  bad  as  the  thief!" 
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EPIGRAM. 


BELINDA,  vain,  affected,  shy, 
Differs  in  taste  from  all  beside: 

Belinda  of  herself  thinks  high : — 
In  that,  'tis  plain,  she  differs  wide ! 


AL  TRIFLES. 


EPIGRAM, 


His  noggin  liUM,  l.lin  •<•  purls  wild  gin, 
Tom  pulH  liul  lillli-  wul«T  in; 
Ami  M.im'il  l«n  HUH,  lln   ,lniiil<«  it  |r»iit, 
AHHWCI-N  you  limn,  wild  loi»ks  <li:vout: 
"  SI  I'unl  (and  whul  In:  wrilrs  II.IM  mr-ril) 
y  «ayn     <pi«  -IK  li  nut.  tin-  Hpiril1" 


I'OMK  Al.  J 


9\ 


ON  A  r  it  v  n  it. 


"  ,sii'»i  i.D  man,  Hint  dtcail  mounter,  l»il  i«u<  li  n« 

I  .lioj" 
<  'ii«!M  I'lUlluiliiu,  anly  ;m<l  .i||i<li.|  yiuii''  j.in.li   , 

Y<  i.  with  Sli«  I.IIDH,  luNt  nii/,lil,  when  *h<i  tlioii|{lii  »<> 

OIM;  \>y, 
How  faintly  N|I«;  wliiN|H-rM  him,  nut  to  liorude! 
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ACROSTIC, 

/«  Answer  to  an  Enigma. 

S-oft  reposing  in  silence,  his  thoughts  to  regale, 
O-ft-times  in  thy  arras  the  rapt  poet  shall  be : 

F-ormer  bards  whilst  reviewing,  he  COWPER  shall 

hail, 
A-nd  sigh  for  the  muse  which  immortalised  thee ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

OK 

THE  BRILLIANT  BLACKING 

Made  use  of  to  polish  the  Boots  of  our  modern  Beaut. 

WHEN  a  smart  dashing  beau  a  fair  lady's  heart  steals; 
»'•        She  may  truly  be  said  to  be — "  caught  by  the  heels !" 
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TRANSLATION 
OP 

A  FRENCH  EPIGRAM, 

BY  BAOVR,  ON  THE  POET  LEBRUX 

LEBRUN  exists  on  fame  alone: — 
No  wonder  then  he's  skin  and  bone ! 

ANSWER. 

Folly  makes  people  fat,  they  tell  ye : — 
Do'st  doubt  it? — look  at  Baour's  belly! 
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EPIGRAM, 


ON 


THE  MARRIAGE  OF  MR.  LYON  TO  37/SS  LAMB; 


THIS  same  wedlock's  a  thing,  Sir,  you  well  may 

cry  fie  on; 
Since  an  innocent  Lamb  is  now  turn'd  to  a  Lyon! 
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ON 
LORD  ELLENBOROUGH's  CHARGE  TO  THE  JURY, 

| 

In  the  Trial  of  Mr.  Perry  and  Mr.  Lambert, 
FOR  A  LIBEL. 

To  hear  the  charge  sumra'd  up  by  thee. 

This  inference  we  draw : — 
So  long  as  LAW  shall  JUSTICE  be, 

Justice  shall  still  be  law ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

On  Buonaparte  threatening  us  with  his 
««  AVENGING  EAGLES." 

FRIEND  Nap,  whene'er  thy  "eagles"  they  descry, 
English  game  cocks  will  quickly  make  them  fly ! 


98 
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TIME. 

OLD  Father  Time  stands  still  for  noner 
This  moment  here ;  the  next  he's  gone ! 
And  though  you  speak  him  e'er  so  kind, 
He  never  lags  one  step  behind: — 
Whoe'er  vrith  Time  good  friends  would  be. 
Must  always  run — as  fast  as  he' 


POETICAL  TRIFLES. 


EPIGRAM, 
ON  MICHAELMAS  DAY. 

TEN  thousand  geese  this  day  are  doora'd  to  die : 
What  dreadful  havoc  'raongst  society ! 
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EPIGRAM. 


How  kind  has  Nature  unto  BLUSTER  been> 
Who  gave  him  dreadful  looks  and  dauntless  mien: 
Gave  tongue  to  swagger;  eyes  to  strike  dismay; 
And,  kinder  still,  gave  legs — to  run  away ! 
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EPIGRAM. 


SCRIBBLETOTJIUS,  thy  volumes  whene'er  we  peruse, 

This  surmise  they  must  ever  instil; 
That  you  pilfer'd,  felonious,  the  brains  of  a  goose, 

When  you  robb'd  the  poor  bird  of  a  quill! 
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EPIGRAM, 
ON  A   MISER. 

MOSES,  from  Horeb  water  drew; 

(With  joy  the  people  glow'd:) 
But  had  that  flinty  rock  been  you, 

No  water  e'er  had  flow'd ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON 

Afi  ELDERLY  LADY, 
Decorated  wi(k  a.  Profusion  of  artificial  Flowers. 

DORCAS,  bedeck'd  with  wreaths  so  gay, 
Should  this  plain  truth  remember; 

That  flowers  adorn  a  smiling  May, 
But  not  a  cold  December! 
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EPIGRAM. 

ON  Death,  thoogh  wit  is  oft  display'd, 
No  Epigram  was  ever  made: 
Poets  stop  short  and  lose  their  breath, 
When  coming  to  the  point  of  death ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON 

AN  ORDER  IN  COUNCIL, 

that  no  Flag  of  Truce  from  France  shall  be  permitted 
TO  LAND  AT  DEAL. 

THOUGH  the  French  think  the  game  they  can  win 
at  their  ease, 

And  to  former  successes  appeal : 
Vet  the  cards  let  them  shuffle  and  cut  as  they  please : 

They  shall  not  be  admitted  to — DEAL  ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

02V  THE  DEFEAT  OF  ADMIRAL  LINOIS, 
BY  CAPTAIN  DANCE. 

QUITE  debonair,  LINOIS  left  France, 
And  on  the  ocean  came  to  DANCE  : 
Where,  when  our  tars  began  to  play, 
It  charmed  him  so— he  danced  away ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

On  reading  in  a  Newspaper  the  Account  of  an  Apparition  ha- 
ving started  from  behind  a  Tomb-stone, 

IN  DRPTFORD  CHURCH  YARD,  AND  CALLED  FOR 

"A  POT  OF  BEER/' 

The  ghost  is  right; 

Consistent  quite ; 
And  neither  fool  nor  yet  a  noddy : 

The  case  is  clear: — 

He  calls  for  "  Beer  :"— 
A  brother  ghost,  without  a  body ! 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON 
A  FRIENDLY  MEETING  BETWEEN  MR.  PITT, 

who  had  resigned  his  Situation,  and 

LO RD  CLARE, 
WHO  HAD  NEWLY  COMB  INTO  OFFICE. 

To  Bn  LY,  (just  reliev'd  from  gout), 
Says  CLARE,  "  I'm  glad  to  see  you  out;*' 
Quoth  Billy,  "for  your  feelings  there," 
"  I  give  you  credit — out,  c'sst  clair  !" 
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EPIGRAM, 
ON  THE  TAX  UPON  SPIRITS. 

THIS  tax  upon  spirits,  pray,  how  does  it  suit  ye? 

Why,  faith !  Sir,  'tis  hard,  I  agree : 
For  since  every  thing  personal  now  pays  a  duty, 

Our  spirits  at  least  should  he  free  ! 


110  POETICAL  TRIFLES. 


EPIGRAM, 
ON  A  STAGE  COACHMAN     : 

Stopping  frequently  on  the  Road  to  lake  in  Passengers. 

WHEN  a  beggar  shams  lame, 

We  all  cry — "  what  a  shame ! 
How  dreadful,  how  shocking  the  sin!" 

Then  by  acting  the  same, 

Sure  our  Jehu's  to  blame, 
Since  he — halts  thus  to  take  people  in ! 
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EPITAPH, 

ON  A  STAY-MAKER. 

ALIVE,  unnjimber'd  stays  he  made: 

(He  work'd,  industrious,  night  and  day :) 

E'en  dead,  he  still  pursues  his  trade, 
For  here  his— bones  will  make  a  stay1. 
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EPITAPH, 
Off    A    DYER. 

BENEATH  this  turf,  a  man  doth  lie, 
Who  dyed  to  live;  and  liv'd  to  die. 
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EPITAPH, 

ON  AN  UNDERTAKER. 

SABLE,  at  length,  resigns  his  breath, 

Who  liv'd  for  many  years  on  Death  1 

To  him  the  tyrant  had  no  terrors; 

He  scorn'd  those  idle  vulgar  errors: 

He  follow'd  Death  where'er  he  found  him, 

Nor  car'd  though  hundreds  died  around  him ! 

But,  like  a  squire  upon  the  plain, 

He  bore  away  his  master's  slain : 

No  deed  so  black,  but  for  his  sake, 

He  ev'ry  day  would  undertake; 

Because  he  found  him,  in  the  end, 

A  most  sincere  and  faithful  friend  : 
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Nor  could  his  wants  have  been  supplied, 
Had  he  his  friendly  aid  denied : 
Death,  who  had  long  his  service  known, 
And  far  too  gen'rous  to  disown, 
Now  bade  his  toils  and  labours  cease, 
And  call'd  him  home,  to  "  rest  in  peace." 


POETICAL  TRIFLES. 


EPITAPH, 

ON    A    BA  KE  R. 

BENEATH  this  stoue  here  lies  old  CRUSTY, 
Who,  whilst  he  liv'd,  was  fat  and  crummy : 

His  bread,  alas!  is  now  turn'd  musty: 
His  dough  is  kneaded  quite  to  mummy : 

May  flow'rs  from  out  his  dust  now  spring; 

His  Elegy  let  crickets  sing! 

From  this,  my  friends,  a  warning's  held  out ; 

(That  all  must  die,  there's  no  denying:) 
For  though  the  staff  of  life  he  dealt  out, 

He  could  not  prop  himself  from  dying : 
When  Death  appear'd,  'twas  vaiu  to  brave  him : 
His  staff  was  broke,  and  could  not  save  him ! 
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EPITAPH, 

OK 

AN  ITINERANT  LINEN  DRAPER. 

COTTONS  and  cambrics,  all  adieu  ! 

And  muslins,  too,  farewell : 
Plain,  strip'd,  and  figur'd,  old  and  new; 

Three  quarters,  yard,  or  ell. 

By  yard  and  nail  I've  measur'd  ye, 

(As  customers  inclin'd:) 
The  church-yard  now  has  measur'd  me, 

And  nails  my  coffin  bind ! 
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And  now,  my  kind  and  worthy  friends, 
Who  dealt  with  me  below; 

I'm  gone  to  measure  Time's  long  ends; 
You'll  follow  me,  I  know ! 
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EPITAPH, 
ON  A  NOTORIOUS  LYAR. 

HERE  lies  a  man,  -whose  lies  no  end  did  know 
He  lied  above;  and  now  he  lies — below ! 
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ON  A  LOTTERY  OFFICE  KEEPER  ABSCONDING, 

and  leaving  behind  kirn,  the 
FIGURES  OF  HOPE  AND  PLENTY, 

PAINTED  ON  CAMVASS. 

ALL  you  who  riches  hop'd  to  find, 
His  absence  surely  need  not  mind ; 
For,  where's  your  reason  to  complain, 
When  HOPE  and  PLENTY  still  remain  ? 
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THE  KISS. 

SAY,  whence  this  soft  enchanting  bliss, 
Which  thrills,  extatic,  through  each  pore  ? 

O !  Sylvia,  'tis  thy  balmy  kiss : 
Sweet  earnest  of  a  thousand  more ! 

Then,  lovely  maid,  no  more  be  coy, 
Nor  keep  in  chains  thy  Colinet : 

Or  grant  the  yet  uniasted  joy, 
Or  teach  the  former  to  forget ! 
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FROM  MARTIAL. 

WHEN  Dick,  the  village  barber,  shaves  your  cheek, 

And  tells  a  story  that  would  last  a  week, 

His  tardy  razor  glides  so  very  slow, 

That  ere  h'as  done — another  beard  will  grow ! 


122  POETICAL  TRIFLES. 


OK 

Iltarrng  it  observer!,  that  no  Songs  had  been  made  to  celebrate 
THE  HEROISM  OF  OUR  BRAVE  SAILORS, 

IN  THE 

BATTLE  OF  TRAFALGAR. 

OUR  gallant  Tars? — no  words  can  speak  their  meed. 

(The  Muse's  treasure  has  been  drain'd  before) : 
No  lines,  but  those  by  NELSON  made,  they  read; 

No  music  charms  them  like  the  cannon's  roar! 

'Tis  theirs  to  claim  (beyond  the  Poet's  lays) 
In  silent  gratitude — a  Nation's  praise! 
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EPITAPH, 

ON  A  DYER'S  DOG. 

POOR  ROSE  !  see  where,  stretch'd  out,  she's  lying: 
No  longer  she'll  bark,  howl,  or  cry : 

For  years  she  has  seen  people  dying, 
But  now  she  herself  comes  to  die ! 
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-ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  LORD  NELSON, 

happening  on  the  same  Day  that  the  defeated  Army  of 
GENERAL  MACK, 

WERE  PILING  THEIR  ARMS  AT  THE  FEET  O-F 

BUONAPARTE. 

Two  greater  ills  on  one  sad  day, 
The  world  could  never,  sure,  betide : 

What  tongue  but  must  lament  to  say, 
Napoleon  triumph'd — NELSON  died'! 
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EPITAPH, 
ox 

AN    OLD    MAID, 

TABBY,  immaculate  and  pure, 
Who  liv'd  a  spotless  maid; 

From  man  ne'er  thought  herself  secure, 
Till  in  her  coffin  laid! 


Full  three-score  years  she  stood  the  test 

Of  all  our  sex's  art : 
Not  one  could  warm  her  icy  breast, 

Or  melt  her  frozen  heart! 
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Though  long  she  kept  her  virgin  state, 
Death  ravish'd  her  at  last: 

She  struggled — but,  O !  cruel  fate, 
He  held  poor  Tabby  fast! 
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IMPROMPTU, 
ADDRESSED  TO  A  DONKEY, 

Standing  across  the  Footpath,  on  Lttdgate  Hill. 

MY  very  good  Sir, 
Your  legs,  prithee,  stir, 

Nor  be  such  a  rude  impudent  ass; 
For  whilst  you  stand  here, 
The  case  is  quite  clear, 

That  the  rest  of  us  never  can  pass! 
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IMPROMPTU, 

On  a  Dance  being  performed  at  one  of  the  Theatres,  called 
"A  NEW  WAY  OF  WOOING." 

"THERE'S  a  dance  just  come  out  at  the  playhouse," 
says  Sue; 

"  'Tis  'a  new  way  of  wooing/  I'm  told :" — 
Brisk  Kitty  replies,  'let  who  will  take  the  new, 

'So  I've  but  enough  of  the  old!' 
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IMPROMPTU, 

ON 

LORD  ST.  VINCENT, 

ASSERTING  IN  THE  HOUSE  OF  PEERS, 

that  "  the  West  India  Islands,  are  a  Paradise  to  the  Negroes, 
in  Comparison  with  their  own  Country,'1'' 

ST.  VINCENT'S  praise,  ye  sons  of  Afric,  tell; 
Who  sees  a  heav'n,  where  Negroes  find  a  hell ! 
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IMPROMPTU, 

On  reading  in  a  Daily  Paper,  an  Account  of  the 
DEATH  OF  MRS.  LIVING. 

"Tis  a  Paradox,  truly/'  says  Richard  to  Ned: 
"For  if  she  is  LIVING,  how  can  she  be  dead?" 
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IMPROMPTU, 

ON  THE  GENERAL  FAST,  fN  THE  YEAR  1811. 

THY  sapience,  PERCEVAL,  we  greet, 

And  own  thy  talents  vast; 
When  those  who  nothing  have,  to  eat, 

Are  calPd  upon  to  fast! 
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MODERN  PUGILISM. 

SAYS  Journal  to  Ledger,  "  for  this  deep  affront, 
"  I  shall  call  you,  depend  on  it,  Sir,  to  account !" 
'  O !'  quoth  Ledger  to  Journal,  (with  impudent  ease), 
'The  6a/awcetce'//$/riA:£,Sir,wheneveryou  please  \' 
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THE  BRITISH  OAK. 

ROUND  the  old  British  Oak,  like  true  ivy  en'twin'd, 

Let  Britons  with  firmness  adhere; 
Regardless  of  millions  against  us  combin'd, 

And  strangers  to  dastardly  fear. 

Though  the  storm  may  rage  loudly,  and  rude  blow 
each  blast, 

Yet  our  station  shall  still  be  secure : 
Britain's  Oak  has  stood  firmly  for  ages  long  past, 

And  we  trust  shall  for  ages  endare ! 


THE  END. 
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